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little company and paid few visits. There was a
stately excursion now and then, to the hospitable
Thynnes at Longleat, and Anne Finch seldom
omitted to leave behind her a metrical tribute to the
beauties of that mansion. They seem to have kept
up little connection with the Court or with London.
There is no trace of literary society in this volume.
Nicholas Rowe twice sent down for their perusal
translations which he had made; and from another
source we learn that Lady Winchilsea had a brisk
passage of compliments with Pope. But these were
rare incidents. We have rather to think of the long
years spent in the seclusion of Eastwell, by these
gentle impoverished people of quality, the husband
occupied with his mathematical studies, his painting,
the care of his garden; the wife studying further
afield in her romantic reverie, watching the birds
in wild corners of her park, carrying her Tasso,
hidden in a fold of her dress, to a dell so remote that
she forgets the way back, and has to be carried
home " in a Water-cart driven by one of the Under-
keepers in his green Coat, with a Hazle-bough for a
Whip/' It is a little oasis of delicate and pensive
refinement in that hot close of the seventeenth
century, when so many unseemly monsters were
bellowing in the social wilderness.